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Acknowledgements 


| wish | could take credit for the provocative 
title of this book, but it’s from a song on the 
album Nature, by Faux Jean, written and sung 
by Matty Schindler, which | remember from my 
college radio days. 


Erotica is anew expanded, reworking of an old 
poem, One Nine-Hundred. Others have been 
modified extensively. 


There are poems here that are shiny and new. 
There are poems here that are rather frayed 
around the edges. |’ll leave you to guess which 
might be which. 


On Your Mark ... 


It’s the race 

of the human races, 
the spectrum of 
brown-to-brown, 
the expert on skin- 
tone said so, 


that there’s no such thing 
as White, it’s just a 
matter of degrees. 


Place your hand, 
Caucasian, 

next to that sheet of 
paper. Tell me 

the colour’s 

the same, 


you’re a cotton- 
ball’s purity, 

the angelic 
visage of God 
from the Middle 
Ages, 


that Black 
denoted darkness, 
a Fall from 

lofty airs. 


Even Mormon 
Joseph Smith 
said that Red 
was the curse 
of sin, America 
ripe for plunder. 


And then little 
Cameron King, 
holding baseball 
cards in his hands 
to show his father, 


a pitcher 

and his catcher, 
Marshall and Kevin 
Brown, 


Daddy, look! 
They’re brothers! 


Then told it wasn’t 
possible, that Brown 
was a common name 
among the surge of 
Black & White, 


that the palms 
and soles of the 
slaves 

may have looked 
the same as ours, 


but elsewhere 
it’s the melanin, 
see? The melanin. 


It fills them 
head-to-toe. 


Keeps them 

from being burned 
whenever the sun 

unleashes its fury. 


Mr. McCormick, Don’t Even Think About It 


It’s pointless 
to ponder potential, get lost 
in the reverie of touch. 


Just glance at the shape of her ass— 
quickly now, and put it all behind you. 
She’s much too much too young 
(even for you as we know). 


You’re greying at the speed of sound. 
The salt & pepper’s heavy 

on the sodium. You’re sagging 

in places your Instagram 

brushed away, 


a deceptive, online coup, 
where no one calls you sir 
or thinks you’re a hottie’s 
horny dad— 

in that trendy, downtown 
bar that’s wall-to-wall 
with teenaged girls, 


bare-bellied and bejeweled. 


She has some arousing scent, 
and you know it’s not perfume. 


You think she smells of fuchsia 
with a subtle hint of rose. 


You’re starting to sweat, poor man, 
sticking your flaccid chest 

out to the max— 

like some swaggering alpha male 
reliving a typical, jungle moment. 


It’s only pheromones. 
Just try and hold your breath. 


Longer. 


Longer. 


The Catholic Paleontologist 


The conditions 

make him thirsty, 

all the time, 

with everything around him 
dry: 


the bones, 

the sand 

in which he digs, 

the lifeless rocks 
abounding, 
imprinted with leaves 
that lived. 


A canteen 
around his neck, 
a rosary 

in his pocket. 


In the beginning, 

it dangled from his wrist, 
like it would 

from a rear-view mirror. 


He still might have belief, 


despite the evidence 

he sees each day 

that questions the stories 
he heard while a child. 


For at dawn, 

the pocket is cleaned 

of lint, 

nothing to sully its cross, 
its beads; 


each one cleansed 
by the trickle that falls 
from his hands, 


from the water 
he only drinks from 
when he’s finished. 


Twenty Eighty-One 


Happy New Year to our Nepalese 
and Bengali communities! 
Nava Barsha 2081 and Happy Pohela Boishakh! 


—City of London post on X (formerly Twitter), 
April 15, 2024 


As it turns out, 

I’m not shackled 

to 2024. | can move through time 
and put the past 

behind me— 

by becoming Nepalese. 


| like the thought of 
2081, 

far removed 

from the plague 

of the early 2020s, 


the culture wars, 

the mass of humanity 
at one another’s 
throats, in every 
battlefield, comment 
section in sight. 


It’s a leap of almost 

sixty years, perhaps that 
long-awaited step on 
Martian soil, the moon base 
we were promised 

back in 1976, 

and 9/11 but an octagon 

of decades 

in the dust. 


| won’t say there’s flying cars, 
every futurist and their robot 
getting it wrong, since the days 
of Elroy Jetson, 

of Blade Runner 

replicants, 


no jump in our evolution, 
elongated arms, 

heads about to burst 
from the enormity 

of our brains; 


our skins 

haven’t blended 
into grey, the apes 
have yet 

to revolt, 


and religion 
is still around 


but that’s to be expected— 


in Judaism, after all, 

it’s 5784, 

and it still 

believes in God, 

in some promised, Holy 
Land, that manna 

can fall from the clouds 
(if we only pray 

fervent enough), 


that the sting of 
Holocaust 


wasn’t so long ago, 


in fact still 

in their century, 
when every Jew 
was put in boxcars 
towards a “shower,” 
a pair of striped 


pajamas, 
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and even the Fuhrer’s 
Volkswagen 
had yet to reach the sky. 
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Why Falun Gong is Banned in China 


Even two statues seem to blink 

and flinch when storms at once unload, 

and they’re as still as the heads on Rushmore, 
frozen like amber-ized ants, 

faces blank and limbs as trees’ 

that have never felt a breeze. 


Man and wife? Sister-brother? 

Male and female friends? 

They Falun Gong outside our window 
when the light sparks morning life 

in simply everything that breathes, 
and you think they do just that 

and likely nothing beyond this rite: 


rigor mortis in all their joints, 
t’ai-chi-ch’uan-like in their stance, 
Franciscan monk-like in their silence 
with their lips unable to part; 

both eyes and ears at one with calm 
when the birds have ceased their flutter, 
when the cars are stuck at red, 

when the music’s finally stopped 

and you’ve got nothing at all to dance to. 


And you feel you’d like to join them 
maybe one of these pleasant days, 
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just to see what in fact it’s like 

when the traffic lights turn green, 
when the buses load with people, 
when all the dust is flung your way— 


or perhaps in the shadow- 

night, when sweet Luna’s looking down, 
her crater-face aglow, 

and you think they’re in the bushes 
crooning prayers and having sex. 
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Upon Hearing My Haiku Is Pointless 


What’s the point of 


Layers of grey cloud 
are leaving the landscape wet 
Ducklings in the grass 


a literary critic asked me, 

saying who cares about ducks 

in the grass and why would anyone 

read a poem about them 

and | emphasized ducklings 

which are the babies 

and people are always drawn to babies 
because they’re cute and in this case 
they’re fuzzy and walk in a row 

after their mother 

and the mother isn’t mentioned in the haiku 
if you'll notice 

and the point might be that they’re lost, 
maybe orphaned, 

that the grey cloud leaving the landscape 
was far more vicious than we realize, 
casting mother duck away in a storm 

and her babies doing an awkward waddle 
in search of her and please tell me then 
you don’t give a shit. 
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Listening 


| shouldn’t be eavesdropping 

on the young woman next to me, 
at this café, as | feign 

the reading of a book 

and the listening 

to piped-in jazz. 


| shouldn’t have a clue 

that the blonde is having trouble 
with her boyfriend, 

that he’s a dolt, inconsiderate, 
that he gave her nothing special 
for Christmas, 

aside from broken chocolates, 
re-gifted from a day before, 
from a relative that he hates 
and she knows he didn’t buy them, 
that she put so much thought 
into his present 

which he barely acknowledged 


and then her friend one-ups her, 

lamenting the bruises on her arm 

which she reveals with the tug of her sleeve, 
and amid the cut-off gasp, Billie Holiday’s 
Mean to Me kicks in, a tune 

I’ll nervously tap my fingers to, 

pretending | haven’t heard a thing. 


Tatanka 


—The Lakota word for Bison 


This is it 

at last: my epic about 
the bison eating 
grass, 


these Bovids 

of the Badlands, 
a saga 

bereft of length, 
a noble poet’s 
insight. 


I’ll throw my 
erstwhile 
cohort 

under the bus, 
saying he 

was just as lazy 
as |, 


tatanka 
supposedly 
sketched 

on the over- 
leaf, 
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appearing no- 
where within the frame, 


that there is nothing 
within the frame, 


which | pretentiously 
bill as ekphrastic, 

a piece of 
innovation 

to cold- 

start my career. 


Well where’s the fucking 
grass? you ask, 
querying that 

over the absent 

herd, 


my shrug 
a clear annoyance: 


the buffalo 
ate it already, 


| reply, 
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had gone to look 
for more 

by the time some 
idiot with a pencil 
finally showed, 


boasting stark 
is all the rage, 


that he’d give it 
to me 

for a hundred 
if | agreed 

to his demand, 


place it within 
the pages 

of a chapbook, 
priced at a 
quarter-dollar 
by antiquarians, 


ones who pour 


their saline 
in my wounds, 
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label it 

unread, creaseless, 
without a speck 

of any kind 

from front-to-back; 


ones tired 

that their city 
only has 

a single mascot, 
the error of inter- 
change, 

no matter the 
sport or game, 


the place that’s 
overshadowed 
by Niagara, 
just north along 
the highway, 


its rumble 

the sound of 

a billion 

cloven hooves 

which scarred the land. 


Erotica 


The couple in the 
porno film 

are not in love. 
This is a given, 
and I’m puzzled 
by your needless 
piece of obvious, 


reminding me 

of that 2020 

day at the newsstand, 
my gaping at the 
centerfold, I’m 

only flipping through 
it for the stories, 


or maybe the un- 
timely interview, 
with the star of 
Gadabout, 


your assumption 


| was simply 
being carnal, 
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the cutting 

snide of 

she’ll never 

love you anyway. 


| think of 

never 

every time | 

peek at the 

small of your back, 

its butterfly 

tattoo, the shape 

of what’s beneath 

it and the flush of your 
cheeks in the sun, 


always 


looking away 
before you catch me. 
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Duracell and the Energizer Bunny 


The battery 

in my kitchen clock 

has run out of power— 
meaning its hands 

are stuck in time 

as if lodged 

in La Brea tar, 
Cretaceous amber, 

or entrapped 

in Pleistocene ice. 


On the wall 

it reads 2:23 pm. 

It will forever be 

2:23 

if | neglect to change 

the 9-volt, if | decide 

that 2:23 pm 

was a grand moment of existence, 
and | wish to preserve it 

for posterity, 


that somewhere on this Earth, 
enemies made their peace 

after years of refusing to speak; 
that war is finally over—John and 
Yoko getting it right; 
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that a kitten was saved 
from a smelly cage 
at a decrepit animal shelter; 


that lovers fulfilled 
their potential, conceived 
a global messiah yet to be born. 


| circle the block 

around my abode 

and think of my state of being— 

how it’s locked in that magical minute 
the very second | walk in my house, 
how the planet outside 

is at breakneck speed 

to yet another, violent clash; 


how | haven’t any use 
for copper-top cells 
or bobbing, drum-playing rabbits; 


that whichever lasts the longest 
is the ultimate loser 

in the end: 

the first shall be last 

I’ve heard. 
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¢a n'a pas d'importance 


I’ll hear of your divorce, 

your car in disrepair, 

your mother and father infirmed, 
your nasty memo from the bank, 
the Nagasaki nuking, 

the Allende assassination, 

the loss of Turtle Island 

and the classist, racist 
renderings by 

historians coating truth 

with biotoxins. 


I’ll listen as you tell me 

that your Alma Mater sucks, 
that the Sugar Bowl is lost, 
that you’ve no one good to 
fuck on Christmas Eve 

or New Year’s Day; 

that Yemen has no food, 
and that we still hear Sharia 
screamed in Afghan streets 
and schools. 


Speak to me of cancer, 
your cancer, 
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and I'll show you that the sun 
is just a star up-close 

and personal, 

a pinhead of pointed light 
like a billion-trillion others. 
Then and only then 

do our worries lose 

their significance. 

Then and only then 

will | ask the world 

and you for silence. 
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Floyd Webber, Manager of the Bogalusa 
Chickens of the Louisiana Bush League 


When he gave the signal to steal, 
we thought he was pulling a Sparky, 
a Billy-ball move of old. 

Down eight to three 

ina meaningless August twilight, 
19 games out of first 

and another playoff spot. 


You can count the “crowd” by hand— 
fifty, sixty max— 

plus a pair of kids 

stoutly sneaking in 

through the rotting fence of wood. 
The hot dog vendor fares the best 

on this two-for-one concessions 
night, this feasting by mosquitos 

and the blink of fireflies. 


Safe, and Floyd Webber does it again— 
the man from Wichita, 

the great Black hope 

as far as baseball skippers go 

(yes, Dusty Baker’s 

won it all but Floyd is 92). 
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| read somewhere 

he’d been interviewed 

by the Yankees in’74 

(a year after George took over). 
Could have been a 

dugout Jackie Robinson, 
breaking another barrier 

with his call to suicide squeeze, 
daring hit-and-run, pitting 

lefty vs. lefty 

and calling the bat boy 

from the bullpen 

with a ten-to-twelve-run lead. 


| eye him taking 

a stealthy swig 

of poorly shrouded rum, 

as the inning abruptly ends 
in a boo-birds’ double play. 


Maybe the world just wasn’t ready 
for such a fellow in hallowed 
pinstripes; kicking dirt at, cussing out, 
a white man calling balls 

and strikes and fair and foul 

swings. 


Maybe he fancied sturgeon paté, 
relish from a Spanish chef, French 
bread out of the oven— 

flying over swampland 

he’d otherwise bus-it through. 
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El Final Siesta: Mucho Gracias, Ricardo 


When you do indeed deliver them, 
tap the door gently 

as a penitent beats his breast: 

I’ll answer in pajamas, slippers— 
you won't hear a preceding step. 


| prefer the stillness this time, 
like the water’s 

lap on the beach, 

none in suites beside me. 


And I'll tip graciously, my friend, 
think of your prompt conveyance 
before | wash them down with wine; 
call to mind how many times 

| ordered tea and floral soap, 

rarely giving thanks of any kind, 


sleep to spool in minutes, 
heavier than ever before. 
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Stanley Cheevers’ Mail-Order Bride 


The woman he really loves 
doesn’t love him in 

return, and it took him years, 
you see, to see this as so. 


A tired old man 

he’s become, you tell me: 
crooked, bent at the back 

and pacing himself 

like a Captain with a wooden leg. 


It takes too long to die, you say, 
and he doesn’t want to die 
alone. The catalogue found 
through Google helps him sleep 
when night’s afoot, gives him 
solace, the hope he’ll 

no longer be forlorn. 


Now that he’ll marry, 

we imagine the scenario: 

he’ll teach her broken English 

and she’ll forge a feigned Je t’aime. 
He will envelop 

her flinching waist, 

exert a kiss under August moon. 
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He’ll boast they were born 

to be together. He’ll discard 

his monthly statements from the bank, 
strain so hard to believe this sham 

it will rip his chest asunder, 


dying from sex and passion, 
we'll lie in the eulogy. 


31 


Millicent Westcott, Cartographer 


Millicent, you think no one 

desires you in 

shrouded dreams, that in your name 
no midnight groans, 

your meagre breasts 

untouched, unloved in 

2am sleep. 


Forego the Rand McNally 

and the compass, meter 
sticks; Replogle’s spinning ball 
and the mountains they say 
you can feel. 


Put your speckled glasses down 
and see how | look at you— 
stepping back, scanning, 

like a valley’s 

precious acreage: 


rolling river of hair 

that leads to ripples; 

your rising cheekbones— 
sloping hills, 

your nose a balanced peak. Your 
lips and open mouth— 
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the cave my kiss would enter 

if allowed. 

Your eyes a pair of ponds— 

their azure-blue 

that burns the clouds away— 
closing should | cast 

your clothes for further, uncharted 
lands ... hidden, buried treasure. 


You have no time for fantasy, shelving 
Britannica’s Atlas, 

dog-eared and out-of- 

place. 


There’s no upside-down 
with maps, | remark. 
Nor with globes 

and a view from space. 


The Earth was never flat, 


you respond. Land only 
lines leading nowhere. 
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Not Another Fucking Poem About A Tree 


There are too many poems about trees. 
How /eaves bud in April, bloom in May. 
How birds bound on branches, lilting 
each lifting of the sun. 


There are too many poems about leaves. 
How gracefully they fall, and the 

vibrancy of autumn red 

that bursts like an agéd sun— 

the climax of pleasant weather; a warning 
of the icy, barren limbs that are soon 

to come. 


Spare me another poem about the trees. 
I’m tired of their trunks 
and fed up with their foliage. 


Write of maggots 

instead—yes of maggots. 

How they feast on rotting flesh 
and vile waste. 

Then we ourselves 

will be beautiful. 
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Penny & The Englishman 


Look right up the sidewalk 

and you'll see her—with her tired, 
spectacled eyes 

and split-end hair of greying brown. 


| tell you that she’s still 

as pretty as sin, stands in line 

at all the busy transit 

stops, hoping one’s his get-off point 
but it never seems to be. 


She’s bled her life away 

| whisper, 

as if some kind of game, 

a starling’s secret, 
misadventure 

played to the nines 

and tarnished dreams made 
bright—by a single jiffy wipe. 


One fine day 

she’ll spot him in a flash, 

pick him out 

from the morning throng, 

and then we’ll pause 

for overtime, to see if the wait 

was worthy 

and if skin that’s pruned tastes sweet. 


Gumby Plays Twister and It Isn’t Fair 


How low can you goP 

And there he is, 

doing the limbo, 

showing off at parties 

as you might expect. 

Of course he wins again, 
the fucker, 

and why do | hate him so? 


You say he’s not so bad, 
that he’s grieving the loss of 
Pokey—who left him for 
greener pastures 

(though this cretin 

is green enough), 


that I’m simply jealous 

that he’s everything 

I’m not—and touche, 

you’ve scored a point. I’m forever 
in the shadow of his clay. 


Let’s play Twister! 
he caterwauls on 
cue, doing a ninety- 
degree backwards 
arch, 
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pretzeled arms 

and legs, adored by the 
guests, loved so much 
by they and you 

my heart and bones 


crack 


from simply watching. 
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Sailing 


The love poem that I’ve scribed for you 
is inside an empty bottle, 

Peller Estates, 2024, 

wine from an evening 

that you say we touched and danced 
but | know we never did; 


our backs against the wall 

and our feet locked side-by-side, 
tapping on the floor 

to the piano’s % time, 

quick enough 

so we could have danced apart, 


lagging just a bit 

so we clearly could have clasped, 
shuffled with my arms about your waist 
and yours around my neck. 


| imagine you 

picturing movement, 

to music only ears and toes 
partook of, 


our bodies parting 
as if water 


had wedged itself between, 
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the gap widening 

into a gorge, 

a River Atlantic of sorts, 
two continents adrift 

like loosened jigsaw pieces, 


an ocean born, expanding, 
making room for unread verse— 
afloat, undisturbed, 

forever encased in glass. 
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Mispronouncing Nice on the Mediterranean, 
or Why We Sleep in Separate Rooms 


On our second trip to France, 
you wish for a new itinerary, 
foregoing the tower of Paris 
and the lions of Lyon, 


craving for friendlier faces, 
away from the crowds and the 
snobs. 


Nice, | suggest, anglicizing 

the pronunciation, 

so that the “I” sounds like “eye,” 
rhymes with frozen water. 

| bet the people 


must be kinder over there. 


Imbécile, you say, 

flustered at my pointing 

to our mounted, Michelin map: 
It’s Nice as in “niece,” 

a brother’s or sister’s daughter. 


| mention my uncle is there, 

a charming sort of fellow— 

who swears that no one’s grouchy, 
always pleasant and eager to please. 
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Open House 


The observatory was 

open to the public, 

a guided tour 

for the misguided, 

you and | and our mutual friend 
who rarely says a word; 


and on this lucid evening, 

we spied through 

telescopes, looking for constellations 
that the professor briskly named: 


Aquila, the eagle, 
with Altair 
its brightest star; 


Aries, the ram, 

with Hamal 

that means a lamb in 
Arabic, 


eminent 

ina triangle 

of suns, 

85 light-years away; 


41 


Cancer, the crab, 
having dots never 
easy to find. 


Some are not in season, 
our balding host 
informed us, 


eyeing our amateur 
handling of refractors 
set outside, just left 
of the building’s steps. 


None of them 

look like animals, 

you lament, expecting a 
mane to ruffle the head 
of Leo, king of the skies. 
They’re nothing more 
than specks. 


Our friend, 

the one who hardly speaks, 
whose mother 

lost her lungs and life 

a number of years ago, 
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thinks of specks, dots, 
the crab by which 
disease is often named, 


muttering they spread, 

they spread, 

spots of fuzzy light 
becoming tumors in the sky. 
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Alexander Schmidt 


The rumours started 

in 5" grade gym: 

he never changed in public, 
was last when picked on teams. 


He was the ugliest kid on the block. 


Do the math 

and fund a study: 

children flock to beauty, 

assign our sins to those without. 


The pet store girls, all tanned and twee, 
shrunk back from awkward glances. 


| didn’t know all this, 
that symmetry is front and center, 
that his eyes were blue and brown. 


Was he handsome in his dreams, 
in his French class reveries? 


You say he went home sick— 


on every 2/14, 
with nothing in his desk, 
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while even the custodian 
was seen 

with paper hearts 

that peeked from pockets. 


We felt much better, about ourselves, 
when crushing him like salt. 


He skulked about so creepily 
and sat near monkey bars. 

He liked to sing to nimble kids 
with his messy, uncut hair. 


They blared out “leper” 
with five bull horns, 
the barber chopped his look. 


He was fired—pumping gas, 
lived on Welfare, Luke & John. 
He painted pictures 

for a smoke, 

buskered for a smile. 


He liked the winter, he did. 
Ski-masks made him human. 
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The Train at Santa Fe 


Uncle Roger was never 
a real uncle but he fit the bill 
when | needed a role model most: 


So cool with his Tahitian cigarettes, 
blowing rings like the steam engines 
of old and always on the road, 

on the way to somewhere and never 
really explaining the details. 


Business, son. Business. 


But then he would have been a dad, 
with pumped-up descriptions 

of his heroics, 

his feats of garnered income. 
Uncles, though, 

can keep their walls intact, 
double-bricked. Ardent enigmatic. 


We went to a Tigers’ game once, 
they lost in 18 innings 

so it really counts for twice. 

Saw Cirque du Soleil 

from three rows back. 

| never understood it. Nor he. 
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The final postcard 

reads March of ’96. 

The rail car, a Santa Fe. 

Maybe he found a quiet home 
without the doors and windows, 
sleeps in one that’s retired 

ona lonely piece of track, 
overrun with yellow stalks. 


Maybe business 

took a bad turn in Albuquerque 

and he couldn’t say goodbye, 

couldn’t finally tell me 

what was in those heavy bags he lugged, 
why he always looked over his shoulder 
when we were in public, 

how he’d befriended my father and mother 
before they died 

and why he’d stopped sending 

birthday greetings after my 33° 

as though he needn’t finish what he started, 
water free to be fleeting 

unlike blood. 


Portly Pete the Goalie 


There’s little else to do in terms of fun 
and so we’re watching the game: 

the forechecks, the hits-from-behind, 
the penalty-kills, dropping of gloves for 
five-minute majors, 

the three-on-twos, two-on-ones, 
end-to-end rushes and the slapping 

of frozen rubber into twine. 


The crowd shrieks to Gary Glitter 
and the winger gets his close-up 
from the cameraman on site. 


You eye the shell-shocked goalie, 

head hung, abashed as if caught 

in class with knickers peeking 

and you flashback for a second, 

not to the instant replay 

on the thumping, jumbotron, 

but to your own eighth-grade experience, 
wanting to impress the girls in gym, 


forced instead between the pipes 

like the fat kid always was, 

panic-attacking the puck 

and watching it bullet between your legs or 
past your groping, glove-hand side, 
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the other kids jeering 
(everyone blames the goalie 
for a spirit-wrenching loss), 


razzing, cat-calling, never getting 
the blonde you thought was cute, 
never able to score one 

for your team or for yourself, 

your face masked with plastic, wires, 
red from want and shame. 
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They Asked Me to Write A Poem Against The 
War But I Only Came Up With This 


It’s not about borders 

or bombs, 

or guerillas in camouflage; 
secret air raids in the night, 
when Presidents are sleeping 
and the warlords 

are dancing two-steps 

till the dawn. 


It isn’t about the prisoners 
encamped by fences, 

or tanks carving tracks in Arab 
sand, or the manner in which 
white leaflets drop 

warning masses of 
impending doom. 


It doesn’t mean a thing 
when missiles rotate 
underground, 

or that warheads 
crown their apex 

with coordinates 

set in place. 
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It’s about the brother 
you called a “fag” — 

the girl across the street 
you Said was gross, 


the kid rebuffed 

on corners 

because he’s Black 
and sporting Pistons 
on his shirt, 


that suburban shoppers are 
quick to make assumptions— 


about the businessman 
you assume 

cares for nothing 

other than cash, 


the twins you feel are the same 


and soldiered Commies 
if shy Chinese, 


the hatred seeded 
in budding hearts 

with your children, 
keep your distance. 
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Goose Egg 


| have a friend who 

googles himself 

at least several times a day, 

checking to see if he’s famous, 

if someone may have stumbled upon 
an old novel he claims he wrote. 


His grandfather gave him the money 
to pay a printer to run it off, 

mailed it to The New York Times, 
expecting a critic 

to praise. 


As of now it hasn’t 
happened, nor has anyone 
noticed his blog, 

the script he posted 
online, 


with the funniest piece 
of dialogue ever devised, 
thinking some Hollywood 
scout 

will track him 

down, send a contract 

in PDF, requesting 

the cinematic rights. 
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| say it could be worse, 
that his illustrious name 
show up in one hundred 
thousand citations, 


the writer who leaped 
off a ledge, 

slit his throat 

with an army knife, 


who went and murdered 
a movie star 

just an hour or so 
before, screaming fame 
was meant to be his 

and he’II take it any 
bloody way that he can. 
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Ad Magnam Ultimo 


I’m so invisible 

here 

I’m starting to think 

I’m one of those dead 
people who don’t know 
they’re dead 


at least that’s 
what | typed, on AssFace, 
the folly of Zuckerberg, 


and the only 

reason I’m jotting this 
is to never be 

never was. 


Instead, see me beneath 
the banyan, inhaling 

its verdancy, 

like a monk 

beside his incense, 
envisioning 
Bodhisattvas, 


telling the birds 
that’s enough, 
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I’ve scribbled of you 
ad nauseum— 

have nothing at all 
to show, 


not even a fourth- 
place ribbon 

from the women’s 
church bazaar 


and it was there, 
in the basement, 


where the Vicar 

did his deeds, 

the syphilis that 

we thought he got 
dormant now for ages. 


What’s that? 
Unpunished 
is no good act? 


| talk to you 
of baseball, the Pirate’s 
Roberto Clemente, 


his plane that plunged 
on the eve of 

’73, the Nicaraguan 
aid that perished 

with him, 


that if he didn’t give 
a shit he might have thrived 
till ’24, 


yes, the year we’re 

currently in, where | tread 
past the tents of the homeless 
swelled en route to the hockey 
game, the one on the 

screen at the pub, 

plunk a pair 

of 20s down 

so | can gin-it 

but in style, 


and after the cup 
is won, go up 

to the park 

to find me, as blue 
gives way to black, 
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naming distant 

suns that are pinned 

upon it, as though it’s 

never been done before, 

as if they’re children 

who could have lived, if it wasn’t 
for famine and plague, 

for Franz Fucking Ferdinand, 
for the dominoes 

which keep on 

falling in his stead: 


see them there in Gaza, 

in the bones 

of the Holodomor, 

in the tattooed arms 

of Jews 

who should have blossomed 
otherwise, 


Anne Frank 

a novelist, 

while Germans 
come to call, ask her 
for autographs, 
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and me, tallying up 

the galaxies 

while waiting to finally 
die, feigning 

I’ve ason who’s counting 
with me, darkness 

in his eyes 

where all the starlight 
would have been. 
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Hamilton 


On this mid-June 
afternoon the fountain’s 
dry. The one downtown 
and in the tourist 

ads, the one in the tiny 
park where the poor 
will pitch their signs: 


homeless & hungry 


and the pigeons 
scour the ground 
awaiting bread 

and crumbs that fall. 


There is in fact 

some water, a residue 

of what was, just an hour 
or so before— 


and had | been able 

to show up sooner 

| would have been 
splashed by a tossed-in 
coin, heard the cascade 
of foamy streams, 


59 


sat on its rugged edge 
and made bright wishes 
of my own: 


that a wealthy 

man might come 

and whisk the 

people off their seats, 


past a proud, mossy 
Victoria 


and to a shiny 
twelve-floor building 
just for them, 

with blanketed beds 
and filled-up fridges 
humming; 


that the birds would know 
their crusts 
are simply leftovers, 


not the centerpiece 


of a second-hand 
meal, 
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scraps garnered 

from a squeegee wipe 
and the calls of 

spare any change? 
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Her Name was Geraldine 


As you fuck your beautiful wife, 
remember the girl you snorted at, 
the one who caused the halls 

to buckle in school, you said, 

the one who was fat and hairy 
like a gorilla, you said, 

the one who hadn’t heard of 
Clearasil, you said, 

the one who never bathed 
because there wasn’t a tub 

big enough, you said, 

that just thinking of her in the 
nude will make you puke, you said, 


the one with that hefty 

crush on you, 

who wrote you the notes 

and left you the candy 

by your locker— 

the box you pitched in the trash 
in front of your friends; 
embarrassed, nervously laughing 
she’s such an ugly pig, 

that even the science geeks 

run from her and scream. 
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And you never gave her another 
thought except for now, as if by a muse 
you think whatever became of her 

and if she offed herself somewhere 
and why it is you picture her 

in your fervent bump and grind 

and will anyone make a poem of it. 
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Gwyneth and the Goths 


Do you recall how 
gothic frightened you? 


Instilling visions of ghouls 
and black-hooded robes? 


Of teens with heavy mascara, 
with dire, deep- 
burgundy hair? 


| imprison your 
memories 

within me, 

since you're inclined 
to readily forget: 


that Sunday afternoon, 
you, too fearful 

to set a foot 

in St. Peter’s, 

saying it was gothic, 
unaware 

it applies 


to the structure, 
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that the demonic 
do not inhabit, 


save the times 
of absolution, 

in private, 
polished booths, 


when the Fathers 
hear from fathers 
feeling children 
they’re familiar with. 
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City Lights 


| shouldn’t have popped 

in this movie, 

with this darling-of-a-brat 

beside me, 

someone I’m somehow stuck with, 
babysitting on a Friday night. 


It’s just us and the brassy soundtrack 
of this classic, silent film— 

with plenty of strings and piano 

to help us shift 

‘tween laughs and tears. 


Her five-year-old mind 
asks a steady array 
of grating, disruptive questions: 


How come the people can’t talk? 
Why does that man walk so funny? 
When did the world turn colour? 


| doubt Charlie 

Chaplin 

envisioned the problems 

his pantomime would create. 
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Sarah, the actors could talk 
but there wasn’t any sound 
in the movies of way back then. 


| forego the explanation 

of The Tramp, 

Chaplin’s trademark, slapstick 
persona, and of cinema 

black & white. 


Instead, | speak of the woman 
he loves, the blind girl 

selling flowers, who’s cured 
by the closing act. 


If you pay close attention, Sarah, 
the way she knows it’s HIM 

is by the feel of his calloused hands, 
by the sound of his shuffling feet. 


She liked him way better 

before, the child 

injects with a critical tone, 
insightful to the point of disdain, 
before she saw how he looks 
and that the people 

all laugh at his clothes. 
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Perhaps, if another scene 

had been filmed, with words 
our ears picked up, 

she’d say that wasn’t the case, 
that there’s so much more 
than the simple text 

that’s occasionally flashed 

on the screen, 


that her vision was truly greater 
in the days she couldn’t see, 


our understanding 
quietly lost 

the very moment 

we think we can hear. 
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January 29° 


It’s my mother’s birthday 
and I’m unable to find 
her tombstone. 


In the winter, the air 

is raw and clear, 

and the names on granite 
easier to scan, 

but for reasons 

| can’t understand, 

| fail to spot my quarry, 
succumbing to frustration 
and the expletives 

which naturally follow. 


On the twenty-ninth 

of January, 

the cemetery’s deserted, 
I’m plainly on my own, 
none to come and lead me 
to her earthly, burial place; 


and | have to leave 

in minutes, I’m due 

for my shift at work, 

I’ve made frantic 

tracks in freshest snow 

that show an unstable search: 


running across 

a stretch of graves 
I’d otherwise step 
around, 


kicking aside 

a potted plant 

that someone had left 

for a child, 

destined to freeze 

by evening, making it pointless 
now to pity— 


they found their dearly departed, 
cried their “happy birthday” song, 
and wiped away the flakes 

which had obscured 

a chiseled name; 


while | pray 

the hypocrite’s prayer, 
invoking a God 

| often ignore 

when things are going right, 


pleading for a path to appear, 
a beacon to beckon the way, 
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or at least hear the 
call of a winter bird 


who’s stayed for a moment like this, 


guiding me with grace 
to the interment site 
on this frigid day 

of her birth, 


hoping for seeds to be 

spilled on the ground 

as an appropriate recompense, 
which I'll find 

at any cost 

if it will tell me I’m getting close, 


a little bit more to the left 
and past the leafless, barren 
briar— 


where | promise 

to leave them by dusk, 
for itself and a merciful 
Lord, mixed with berries 
and the crusts of bread, 
when there’s just 
enough light to see. 
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Stars 


We are all made of stars 
—Moby 


Without clouds, their singing 
is heard in silence, deliverance 
drawn by dreaming. 

Close your eyes. Now open. 


Without sun, each one is 
revealed. 

Choose blue— 

young and life awaiting. 
Pick red— 

the wisdom of many years. 


Pulsing pins of light, 
much too far to warm 
us, keep me still 

from cold, 

let me swim 

with the speed of soul 
to your place of 
gravity— 


I’ll find a way to breathe 
without iota 


of Earthly air, 
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know that love 
is not forgotten, 
worry not. 
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A Concerto for Dr. Kratz 


You didn’t want 

your breath to go to waste, 
to fall in idle chatter, 

to pass through ears 

of apathy 

from the lecterns 

of the learned. 


If you could have sung a tune, 
you would, but discordant 
keys were shunned in 

your selection: 


woodwinds, 


the flute and clarinet, 
the bassoon so 
beautifully crafted, 
descended 

from your father 


and his father, 
and his and his, 


with the well-kept 
saxophone, 
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for you spurned 
museum Offers, 
their living death 
in tombs of glass, 


chose the chance 
for you and they 

to trump the highest 
notes imagined, 


held 
in the crave 
to breathe. 
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The Condescending 


The first time 

you’d ever seen her 
was just in passing, 
nothing there to fuse in 
memory, brand 

into your conscious 
state of characters. 


Then you began to see 

her every day, at half- 

past noon, asking for change 
and chalking sidewalk 

art. 


I’Il do your picture for a dollar, 
her proposal pitched 

to your unheeding ears. 

Toss a pair of smokes at her 
and smudge her purple 
flowers with your heels. 


The bank was busy today, 
now you’re late for lunch. 
The corner where she sits— 
vacant like the outline 
drawn by cops. 
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Don’t look down or 
replay friendly greetings 
in your head— 


your face, etched in grey; 
eyes without a soul 

and lips that never smile, 
open to say hello. 
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The Last Poem, 
or Bernie’s Used Book Emporium 


They say 

finding your own book 
in the bargain bin 

is the deepest cut 

of all, 


knowing someone 

must have dumped it 

at the door, 

whether it was 

wanted or not, like a baby 
on the steps 

of an orphanage, 


free of charge, that a nickel 
isn’t worth the wait for cash, 
for this New York Times 
Worst Seller, just behind 
The Tales of Pepé 

(the talking chinchilla), 
self-“published” 

by a vanity press, 

this poor man’s 

Eric Carle, 

couldn’t draw 

to save his life, 
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but company makes 
no ease of 

misery, 

my failure as a writer, 
that my signature 
makes no difference, 
I’m not an author 
but a hack, 


that its journey: 


via a friend 

of a friend 

of a friend 

who dropped it off 
in the mist of night, 


that the proprietors 
couldn’t force themselves 
to open 

the Cornwall cover, 

as cut-rate as they come, 


that | paid for its production 
from my pocket, 


that I’m clearly 

a jpg pirate— 

for the shot below the title, 

the plunderer of 

public domain, 

that an artist worth 

their stripes 

would never waste their creation 
on this crummy excuse 

for a book, 


which was dedicated 
to my darling 
at the time, 


that even she, 

my would-be 

forever love, couldn’t 

bear to skim 

my silly quatrains, 

my use of moon and spoon, 
thinking it a rip-off 

of the fork 

that’s in the road, 


that | took the one 
most travelled, 
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littered with clichés, 
to never be 
confused 

with Robert Frost, 


but that poet 

in the back 

at public school, 
scribbling sonnets 

to the girl 

who wouldn’t read them. 
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